TRAVELLING   IN   THE   DESERT
happily it was a comparatively trivial wound, and a
few stitches and a week's rest soon put him right
again ; but naturally Daoud (the name of the victim)
was very much alarmed, and it was some time before
he quite recovered his nerve and could walk through
that sook again. It seemed such an absolutely
meaningless assault, that we could only hope it was
a case of mistaken identity. Daoud had been an
assistant for over a year, and as far as he knew had
not a single enemy in the town.
Matters of private dispute and jealousy are often
settled by means of the revolver. An Armenian
doctor, a short time ago, was shot when riding home
from visiting a case. He was passing under a dark
archway, when suddenly he heard bullets whizzing
and became aware that he was the target. His horse
was so badly hit that he was afraid it could not
recover, but fortunately he himself escaped with
only a slight graze or two. He attributed the motive
of this attack to private grudges borne against him
by some of his professional brethren.
There is in Mosul an Armenian woman, whose
husband was a doctor who had been celebrated for
one special kind of operation. On his death his
widow thought she might as well continue her hus-
band's practice, as she had often assisted him with
the operations. Accordingly she set herself up
amongst the many quack doctors of Mosul. Many
of her operations were successful, while the results
of a still greater number remain in obscurity. Her
charges were tremendous ; no matter how poor her
patient, she would do nothing till a very large fee
had been paid. In this way she made a rich harvest
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